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Introduction 
By 
Poul Anderson 


It is said that Charles Gounod, a 

devout Catholic, composed his Faust so 
that the Devil should not have ail the 
good songs. If this be true, the opera 
does not endure because of his inten- 
tion, but because the music in it is 
good, quickening the pulse and touch- 
ing the heart. Yet the right songs will 
greatly help any cause. I wonder 
whether they may not even be vital to 
it. 


This doesn’t mean they must al- 
ways be solemn, or official, or anything 
like that. More often than not, they 
aren't. How much difference did 
"Yankee Doodle" make in our Revolu- 
tion, or "Dixie" in our Civil War? That 
can’t be measured, of course, but we 
know that they mattered. 


One way in which we know is by 

our living experience, and what our fa- 
thers can tell us of theirs. Let me give 
you a random and incomplete list from 
the twentieth century -- with no judge- 
ment as to whether the inspirations 
were righteous or evil, merely the re- 
mark that these songs stirred a lot of 
people -- "La Cucaracha," "Over There," 
"Wir Fahren Gegen England," "Solidarity Forever," "The Man Who Waters the 
Workers’ Beer," "We Shall Overcome," "Hatikvah" ... The tale goes on; and 
meanwhile we have any number from the more distant past, some for com- 
pletely lost causes (such as Die Beiden Grenadiere), which nevertheless can 
still raise the hair and, indeed, find meanings for our own day. 





Why, then, does the supremely noble enterprise of spacefaring not have 
its songs? 


The answer is that it does, but these too are unofficial, and not uniform- 
ly reverential, either. 


Followers of science fiction have in their various ways been bucking the 
more dismal trends of the age. They do not only stare at a tube in their spare 
time, they read; they talk, vividly and knowledgeably; they get active on behalf 
of things in which they believe; they create, for themselves and each other. 
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Among the things they create are filk songs. The term has the 
humorous origin which bespeaks vitality. It was originally a misprint in a fan 
magazine, for "folk song." That seemed too apt to lie forgotten, and was there- 
fore adopted to mean something with a more or less science fictional or fantast- 


ical motif. Increasingly many such have been composed and performed; by 
now there are regular conventions for devotees. 


Most science fiction people understand why the space endeavor is as im- 
portant to humankind as was the first endeavor to make fire. Having been 
touched by the romance, they have had their eyes opened to the reality. It be- 
gins with the exploration of mysteries, goes on to the survival of industrial 


civilization, and ends with the potential immortality of our species -- but I need 


not rehearse the arguments in this place! We share the dream. "We’re going 
there if we have to walk" is the slogan. 


Well, great. But we can’t actually walk; we'll need spacecraft. And we 


can’t keep working to get these -- we can’t keep up heart through the long, 
long haul ahead -- without songs. 


Here are some for us. 
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Surprise! Words and ee Leslie Fish 3 





Remember the Fifties - those fat complacent days When the future seemed a century away. 





Beep. Boop-Boop. Hello dere! Sputnik _ sails, giggling, through the skies. 





Red flags, red faces, jump in the race, as The Space-Age begins with a surprise. 


Remember the Fifties -- those fat complacent days 
When the future seemed a century away. 
Then up went Sputnik; gave the world a butt-kick, 
And made it clear tomorrow starts today. 


CHORUS: Beep-Beep. Boop-Boop. Hello dere! 
Sputnik sails, giggling, through the skies. 
Red flags, red faces, jump in the race, as 
The Space-Age begins with a surprise. (Surprise!) 


You generals once thought Von Braun a waste of cash, 
And Goddard needed treatment really bad. 

Then that global shot-put gave you a hot foot, 

And (Beep-Beep!) you’re blasted off the pad. 


CHORUS 


Done for a threat, propaganda or prestige -- 

The point is, the thing was in the sky. 

It made the generals frown and put their money down, 
‘And meet that bet or know the reason why. 


CHORUS 


That’s how it started, all those years ago: 
The push that got us climbing into space. 
Cynic beginnings, greed for big winnings -- 
But look at all we’ve gotten from that race! 


CHORUS 


Sputnik wore out and spiralled back to Earth. 

On re-entry it burned up very soon. 

Hail and goodbye to that goose in the sky -- 

And in twelve more years, a man walked on the moon. 
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4 Mercury — Our First Steps Words and Music: Harold Groot 





It seems like only yesterday, perhaps (at most) the day __ before, A 





child watched . a TV set, and listened to the Redstone’s_ roar. I 





watched each second of that flight, and never did I think to leave. 








Freedom Seven in the _ sky, 





Soars a _ hundred miles high, Starts the dream that must not fail. | also dream. 


It seems like only yesterday, perhaps (at most) the day before, 
A child watched a TV set, and listened to the Redstone’s roar. 
I watched each second of that flight, and never did I think to leave. 
Fifteen minutes - not so long, except when you forget to breath. 
Freedom Seven in the sky, Sheppard rides the glory trail 
Soars a hundred miles high, starts the dream that must not fail. 


A painted crack upon the side, Liberty Bell was next to fly, 
And once again the voices whispered, "Can’t succeed until you try." 
A journey safe through upper reaches, parachutes are soon pulled free, 
But too soon escape bolts blow - inward flows the rushing sea. 
Copter engines overheating, Grissom struggles with each wave. 
Child’s heart a hammer beating, "It’s the man that you must save." 


Then Friendship Seven lifted off, the third for project Mercury, 

Powered by an Atlas booster, Glenn would stay for orbits three. 

Others followed in their footsteps, soon the moon was walked upon. 

But to me, for sheer excitement, none matched Al and Gus and John. 
Child’s dream is lost and gone - I’m not needed on that team, 
But the vision still shines on - for a Man can also dream. 
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Star Fire Words and Music: Cynthia McQuillin a5 





The. 20- .- ticipation grows, For the crew that waits below. 





In the endless, breathless hours before the dawn. Star 





PifGese . yu 3 Star Fire Bear my soul to touch the Universe beyond. 


Three men sit tensely waiting for the dawn; | 
The brilliant burst of fire that will carry them on. 
The anticipation grows, 













For the crew that waits below. Me LTO, 
In the endless, breathless hours before the dawn. steps oe 1 ae LE 
23 a oe gig Y , : My = 


Star Fire... Star Fire ee 
Bear my soul to touch the Universe beyond. os 


Ten thousand hands to build the shining shell. 

It took a dozen years and love to build it well. 
_Everyone who touched its birth, 

Though they be bound on earth, 

Will be with the Astronauts that in her dwell. 

Star Fire..... Star Fire 

It’s singing in my blood, I know it well. 


i 


I 


= = 


i 
Ys 


\ | 
| [y2 






1 
IN 
ari 
| 


A 
“Ss 


| ‘Nl 
y/ 





foi 
Mh 


vo 
a 





$ ht nes ai 






)! 
Oo 


mi 
tl 
Ya loul 





| 





Amott 
il 





We can know the promise of the stars. 
Seeking til we find that heritage is ours. 
And with hearts both true and bold = 
We will face what we behold [=== -. 
When we seek to find our answer in the Stars. =p. 
Star Fire ..... Star Fire : 
The promise of the Universe is ours. 
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Words: 
Music 





And the 


2 


eyes turned up toward space 


, with his 


the moon 


on 


walking 


man is 





The 


face. 


on his 


reflected 


him 


world that watches 


bright blue 





module crew also But 


the 


, and 


there 


hero 


sees that 


whole world 





guards him from below. 


team that | 


guiding 


can see the 


few 





Can. 


on 


Ww 


be 


Can 


march 


longest 


the 


step 


Step by 
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none 


singly 


form an 


stones can 


Many 





still. 


together 


And 





none. 


mill, singly none, singly 


a 


turn 


drops can 
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A man is walking on the moon, with his eyes turned up toward space, 
And the bright blue world that watches him reflected on his face. 

The whole world sees that hero there, and the module crew also, 

But few can see the guiding team that guards him from below. 


CHORUS: Step by step the longest march can be won, can be won. 
Many stones can form an arch, singly none, singly none. 
And together what we will can be accomplished still. 
Many drops can turn a mill, singly none, singly none. 


Here’s a health to the man who walks the moon, and the module crew above, 
And the team that watches from the sky with worry, joy and love. 

To all who blazed the sky-trail, come raise your glasses "round, 

And a health to the unknown heroes, too, who never left the ground. 


CHORUS 


Here’s a health to the ship’s designers, and the welders of her seams, 
And all who man the radar-scan to watch our dawning dreams. 

For all the unknown heroes, sing out to every shore: | 

"What makes one step a giant leap is all the steps before!" 


CHORUS 
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Voyager 


Words and Music: Cynthia McQuillin 





I was born of a dream on a_ drafting board Oh, the years it took to fill NASA’s Plan. With 





tons of thrust you sent me forth Across this space that time must span. 





I speak knowledge. Does no one listen? 


I was born of a dream on a drafting board 
Oh, the years it took to fill NASA’s Plan. 
With tons of thrust you sent me forth 
Across this space that time must span. 

I speak knowledge. Does no one listen? 


I journeyed far in the years gone by 

As I whispered my silent memories home. 
Forgotten I passed beyond your sight 
Then at last my mission’s target loomed. 
I speak knowledge. Does no one listen? 


When Jupiter turned up it’s face 

That must have made you all amazed, 
Stirred again your dreams of space. 

For awhile I could feel your piercing gaze. 
I speak knowledge. Does no one listen? 


A faithful servitor of mankind 

I’ve searched the emptiness alone. 

Must I wait throughout all time? 

Will no one call the Voyager home? 

I speak Knowledge! Does no on listen? 
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Memorial 


Words: Misty Lackey : 
Music: "Ballad of Springhill" by Peggy Seeger and Ewan MacColl 








When you sing of Columbia = or the Eagle And reach for the stars as your 









star-road takes a fearful Atlee 














When you sing of Columbia or the Eagle 

- And reach for the stars as your ultimate goal. 
Recall who fell along the way, 

For the star-road takes a fearful toll, 

The star-road takes a fearful toll. 


And it might have been Armstrong, Aldrin, Cernan, 
Shephard, Carpenter, Cooper or Glenn. 

They all knew well the questor’s fee, 

And the star-road’s paved with the lives of men, 
The star-road’s paved with the lives of men. 


For the price was paid on a winter evening 

When "Fire in the spacecraft!" somebody said. | 
In smoke and flame the shadow passed H 
And in Capsule Twelve three men were dead, 
In Capsule Twelve three men were dead. | 








Forget not yet who paid the forfeit i 
To conquer the stars in the Eagle’s flight. 
"It?s worth the price." they said who paid: 
Grissom, Chaffee and Edward White. 
Grissom, Chaffee and Edward White. 
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Julia Ecklar 


Words and Music: 
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I know not where they laid my bones; it could be anywhere. 
But when fire and smoke had faded, the darkness left my sight. . . 
And I found my soul in a spaceship’s soul, riding home on a trail of light. 


In a tower of flame on Test Pad Two, I was there. 


ih 


CHORUS: And my wings are made of tungsten, my flesh of glass and steel. 
I am the joy of Terra for the power that I wield. 
Once upon a lifetime I died a pioneer; 
Now I sing within a spaceship’s heart. Does anybody hear? 


Before each morning’s launch, they know that I am there. 

To the soul that warms this vessel’s hull they say a silent prayer. 
I am father, ship, and spirit of the dream for which they strive. 
For I am man at the hands of man; See us rocket for the sky! 


CHORUS 


My thunder rends the morning sky. Yes, I am here! 

Though lost to flame when I was man, now I ride her without fear. 
For I am more than man now, and man built me with pride. 

Oh, I led the way, and I lead the way, of man’s future in the sky! 
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a The Ballad Of Apollo XIII 


Words: William Warren, Jr. (slight editing by J. Kare) 
Music:"The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald" by Gordon Lightfoot 


Asus2 Em 
There’s legends galore in the pulp SF lore 
G ; D Asus2 
’Bout shipwrecks of spacers a-spacin’, 
Em 
When meteor holes come ’tween men and their goals 
G D Asus2Z 


By demolishing ships that they’re racin’. 


Painting pictures with words like none you’ve ever heard, 
SF writers made frightening predictions. 
But the terrors they tell cannot equal the hell 


Faced by three men in fact, and not fiction. Asus2 
To April 11, 1970, now, 
We must let our narrative carry us. 
Three men in a C-S-M named Odyssey; 


Beneath them, the LM named Aquarius. 


With a furious roar, Saturn leapt for the sky 
With Jack Swiggart, Fred Haise, and Jim Lovell, 
Toward a planned rendezvous that would never come true 
With the gray lunar gravel and rubble. | 
Still, they set up housekeeping in orbit ’round Earth, 
Then translunar insertion was kindled, 
But the public just yawned, for their landing was third, 
And behind them old Terra slow dwindled. 


Apollo XIII travelled on down the track 

Laid down by the three laws of Newton. 

At fifty-six hours into lunar bound coast, 

Lovell said, "Houston, we have a problem." 
Now, they may have been struck by a meteorite. 
Maybe something had just overloaded. 
But their panels went red with their malfunction lights 
And in Odyssey something exploded. 


That blast blocked or ruptured their fuel cell lines; 

Their electrical energy faltered. 

With no hope at all of a rescue in time 

Thirteen’s mission profile had altered. 
To physics and God they commended their lives, 
For no power on Earth could have saved ’em. 
Although NASA let the men talk with their wives, 
Of goodbyes there was never a mention. 
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Three men in a C-S-M bound for the Moon 
Reached two hundred and six thousand miles. 
Did they have enough air to get all the way there? 
Could they trust what they read on their dials? 

And when they reached Luna, could they change course for home? 

Would she trap them, or loose them at random? 

Untested advice and contingency plans 

Were the only things NASA could hand ’em. 


When Apollo XIII crossed the limb of the Moon 

And death came from the receivers 

We knew the next signal would speak of their doom 

Or answer the faith of believers. 
"Apollo Thirteen, this is Houston. Do you read?" 
Dear God, let them answer us quickly. 
The world held its breath, and in Mission Control 
Every screen lit a face pale and sickly. 





"Apollo Thirteen, this is Houston. Do you read?"... 

That empty sound stretched on for years. 

"Houston. . . This is Thirteen. . . We’re coming home!" said a voice, 
And the world found relief in its tears. 


At T plus one hundred and thirty-eight hours 
They jettisoned Odyssey’s wreckage. 
That module was shattered and blasted apart -- 
A symbol of death in the space age. 
Aquarius served as their lifeboat to shore, 
Til they knew they would no longer need her. 
At T plus one hundred and forty-one hours, 
With a deep prayer of "Thank you!" they freed her. 








Ed, Roger, and Gus must have smiled on those days, 
Knowing theirs was the path not to follow. 
But their souis were with Swiggart and Lovell and Haise 
Riding home on the thirteenth Apollo. 
At T plus one hundred forty-three, fifty-four 
Apollo XIII hit the waters. 
Three men returned home, shaken up, but alive, 
To their wives and their sons and their daughters! 





There’s legends galore in the pulp SF lore, 
But all of them now do cause men to reflect 
On three days when the worid’s hearts went racing. 
Painting pictures with words all too few people heard, 
SF writers could make their predictions, 
But always recall that, in spite of them all, 
The truth was much greater than fiction. 





Yes, always recail that, in spite of them all, 
The truth must be greater than fiction. 
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more 


Pioneer’s Song 


Words and Music: Jordin Kare 


than robots, Yet to the stars they steer! 





wish 


them 


on 





pray 


that God but grant us ‘then The luck of the 


We sent them out to the planets 

To worlds beyond our own, 

Where frail men dared not venture 
They travelled on alone. 

Though they be no more than robots, 
Yet to the stars they steer! 

And we wish them on their journey 
All the luck of the Pioneer. 


They set their course for Jupiter 

The ruler of the worlds, 

To gain their speed from his mighty pull 
As from a slingshot hurled. 

They stole for us his image, 

His secrets guarded dear, 

But gave in turn a royal gift 

In the luck of the Pioneer. 
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Pioneer! 
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Then on and out to Saturn, Wee 
The ringed queen of skies, NMG ANY AMT 
And through the very rings themselves KOS . CEN 
They carried our distant eyes. XS AS 
We feared then for their safety, 7 SS LIS 

But they could know no fear, @ 
And they left their name on the gap they found 


By the luck of the Pioneer. 





XS 








The sun grows dim behind them, 
A billion miles or more. 

The stars are e’er before them, 

A glittering distant shore. 

An age will pass before the day 

A strange sun draws them near, 
And ‘til that day we’ll raise a toast 
To the luck of the Pioneer! 


But should some other find them 

As the galaxy they roam, 

And study these strange craft of ours 
And seek to learn their home, 

Why, they carry our maps upon them, 
In friendship written clear, | 

And we give to the race that reads them 
All the luck of the Pioneer. 


And when men someday follow 

To the places they have been, 

We'll take the paths they’ve marked for us 
And see the sights they’ve seen. 

To Jupiter and Saturn, 

To the stars themselves we'll steer! 

And we pray that God but grant us then 
The tuck of the Pioneer. 


Aye, we pray that God but grant us then 
The luck of the Pioneer! 
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Hope Eyrie 


Words and Music: Leslie Fish 





Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 





Time won’t drive us down to dust | again. 


Worlds grow old and suns grow cold 

And death we never can doubt. 

Time’s cold wind, wailing down the past, 

Reminds us that all flesh is grass 

And history’s lamps blow out. 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


Cycles turn while the far stars burn, 

And people and planets age. 

Life’s crown passes to younger lands, 

Time brushes dust of hope from his hands 

And turns another page. 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 
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But we who feel the weight of the wheel 

When winter falls over our world 

Can hope for tomorrow and raise our eyes 

To a silver moon in the opened skies 

And a single flag unfurled. 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


We know well what Life can tell: 

If you would not perish, then grow. 

And today our fragile flesh and steel 

Have laid their hands on a vaster wheel 

With all of the stars to know 
That the. Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


From all who tried out of history’s tide, 

Salute for the team that won. 

And the old Earth smiles at her children’s reach, 

The wave that carried us up the beach 

To reach for the shining sun. 
For the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


oe ies 
io eee 
‘atayN 





Minus Ten and Counting 








Apollo Lost Words: 


Music: 


And I Say, "Gee, that’s funny, It’s for them that we 


Say to me, "No more, Apollo," 
Say to me, "The job is done." 
And I say your words are hollow, 
And our work has just begun. 


Say to me, "We need the money 
Just to feed the poor." 

And I say, "Gee, that’s funny, 
It’s for them that we explore." 


Say to me, "We should be fighting." 
Say to me, "The world’s at war." 
And I say we are uniting 

People tired of war and more. 


Say to me, "There’s too much danger." 
Say we could be lost, 

And I reply, "I am no stranger 

To danger. That’s the cost." 


Say to me, "Our world is dying, 
Ready for its last hurrah." 

And I say, "Keep on trying 

’Til we find our Shangrila." 


Say to me, "No more, Apollo," 
Say to me, "The job is done." 
And I say your words are hollow, 
And our work has just begun. 


And our work has just begun! 


Al Worden 
Cynthia McQuillin 


explore." 





Minus Ten and Counting 


Legends ™ 


Words and Music: Bill Roper 





Once upon a time, you could hear the Saturn’s roar, As it rose upon its fiery tail to space. 





And once upon a time, the men that we sent out, Landed in a strange and alien place. 





And I wonder of the legends they will tell A thousand years-—— from now. 


Once upon a time, you could hear the Saturn’s roar, 
As it rose upon its fiery tail to space. 

And once upon a time, the men that we sent out, 
Landed in a strange and alien place. 

And as I watched them walk upon the moon, 

I remembered Icarus, who flew too close to the sun. 


Once upon a time, they tore the gantries down, 

And the rockets flew no longer to the moon. 

And once upon a time, we swore that we’d return, 

But it doesn’t look like we'll be back there soon. 

And as the moon shines down on the shattered launching guna: 
I remember Apollo, who drove the chariot of the sun. 


And I wonder of the legends they will tell 
A thousand years from now. 


Minus Ten and Counting 
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Minus Ten And Counting Words: Misty Lacky 
Music: Leslie Fish 


ZS 





shining, stub-winged angel that we’ve pinned our hopes upon, 





even as she waits she seems to strain to touch the sky. 





Minus 10 and Counting, | and we wait for her to 





Minus 10 and Counting, will our next choice . be our 


It?s Minus 10 and Counting, and soon she will be gone, 

The shining, stub-winged angel that we’ve pinned our hopes upon, 
And even as she waits she seems to strain to touch the sky. 

It?s Minus 10 and Counting, and we wait for her to fly. 


CHORUS: It’s Minus 10 and Counting, and the time is passing fast. 
It?s Minus 10 and Counting, will our next choice be our last? 


It?s Minus 10 and Counting for the plan that gave her birth. 

The plan that will determine if we ever leave the earth. 

“Will we choose to throw the plan away, forget our need to know? 
It?s Minus 10 and Counting, will we stay or will we go? 


CHORUS 


It?s Minus 10 and Counting, for the world on which we live. 
We’re swiftly using all this lovely planet has to give. 

The pressure builds, and soon the chance to escape will pass us by. 
It?s Minus 10 and Counting, will we grow or will we die? 


CHORUS Minus Ten and Counting 





last? 
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Fire In The Sky Words and Music: Jordin Kare 





And there’s a thunder ’cross the land, and a fire in the sky! 





Yes, we're going to the stars, See our fire ———_____ in the sky! 


Prometheus, they say, brought god’s fire down to man, 

And we’ve caught it, tamed it, trained it since our history began. 
Now we’re going back to heaven just to look him in the eye, 
And there’s a thunder ’cross the land, and a fire in the sky! 


Gagarin was the first, back in nineteen sixty-one, 

When like Icarus, undaunted, he climbed to reach the sun. 
And he knew he might not make it, for it’s never hard to die, 
But he lifted off the pad and rode a fire in the sky. 


Yet a higher goal was calling, and we vowed to reach it soon, 
And we gave ourselves a decade to put fire on the moon. 
And Apollo told the world, "We can do it if we try," 

For there was one small step, and a fire in the sky. 


Now two decades since Gagarin, twenty years to the day, 

We’ve a shuttle named Columbia to open up the way. 

Though they say she’s just a truck, she’s a truck that’s aiming high! 
See the big jets burning. See her fire in the sky. 


Now the rest is up to us. There’s a future to be won. | 
We must turn our faces outward. We will do what must be done. 
For no cradle lasts forever. Every bird must learn to fly, 

And we're going to the stars. See our fire in the sky. 


Yes, we're going to the stars. See our fire in the sky! 


Minus Ten and Counting 





Witnesses’ Waltz Words and Music: Leslie Fish 5 





ore Picnicking out on the warm-water _ shore. 


O. 
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Twelve thousand, half-million, million an 





Nobody notes that we’re always at hand To watch all the space-ships that take off and land. 





CHORUS: Twelve thousand, half-million, million and more 
Picnicking out on the warm-water shore. 
Nobody notes that we’re always at hand 
To watch all the space-ships that take off and land. 


Come along Harry and Mary and Joe. 

Pack up some lunches, and everyone go. 

Fill up the camper, drive down to White Sands, 

And we’ll pour the champagne when the Space Shuttle lands. 


CHORUS 


It’s the loveliest show on this Earth that you'll see; 

It’s living and real, not just tape-on-TV. 

So come to Canaveral, and bring lots of beer. 

When the space-ship takes off we’ll all stand up and cheer. 


CHORUS 


Politicians ignore us, the media too; 

But if they don’t notice, the ships always do. 

See her landing so lightly, you’d swear that she cares 
That she flies on two wings and a good million prayers. 


CHORUS 


So come let’s go witness the take-off today 

While the world’s biggest beach-party cheers her away. 
We’ll bang the drums proudly and blow on the conch. 
Leave a sign on your door that just says "Out To Launch." 


CHORUS Minus Ten and Counting 





26 Fly, Columbia! Words and Music: Diana Gallagher 





Sunshine brightens the horizon. Tension rings the morning haze. 





The  shuttle’s standing proud against the wind. . . Nose to distant — stars her delta 





wing will never Le ee Countdown pulses race. The launch begins. 
CHORUS: Fly, Columbia! 
Thunder toward tomorrow on an oxygen stream. 
Thunder toward tomorrow; fire flame and rocket song 


Mark a new time of man. oo) oe 
Booster candles light the dawn. - 





Fly Columbia! | | 
Foundation of the future, courier of dreams 
Thunder on... 







Sunshine brightens the horizon. Tension rings the morning haze. 
The shuttle’s standing proud against the wind. . . 
Nose to distant stars her delta wing will never grace. 
Countdown pulses race. The launch begins. 


CHORUS 


Columbia! the promise of better days to come. 
Columbia!, new mistress of the sky, 

Sail an orbit free, track the moon and chase the sun 
Fly, Columbia!, for humankind, fly! 


CHOR : . 
US Minus Ten and Counting 17? 








Everyman 97 


Words and Music: Mary Jean Holmes 








everyman who ever fashioned cold _ refined steel Into the dreams of spaceflight: I’m the 





one who made them real. one who madethem real. I’m the one who made them real. 


I’ve never left this Earth; I’ve never seen the stars; 

I’ve never had a chance to journey to the Moon or Mars. 

My name will never be recalled in books of history, 

But by God, I know that those who did could not have without me! 


CHORUS: For I’m the man who took up tools and laid out the designs -- 
Of starships; I’m the one who built their sleek and burnished lines! 
I’m everyman who ever fashioned cold refined steel | 
Into the dreams of spaceflight: I’m the one who made them real. 


Ill never feel the thrilling pain of blasting into space; 

I’ll never know what mysteries lie in some unearthly place; 
I’ll never see new stars be born, or watch the old ones die; 
I'll never hear a child from an alien planet cry. 


CHORUS 


I wonder what it feels like to dance without the tie 

Of gravity upon me, though I’ll never get to try; 

But I have satisfaction knowing that I had a role 

In giving those who could a chance to reach their final goal. 


CHORUS 


Minus Ten and Counting 





28 Planetbound Lovers 


Words and Music: Diana Gallagher 





Goodbye, _- my love, minus ten and counting. The launch fires flame and roar. 





Goodbye, my love, ~ going - into orbit. On the wings of the future you'll soar. 





Soar. And [ll be —_—~waiting here missing you Until planetbound lovers go orbiting too. 


The space shuttle pilot lies dreaming 
Of adventure come the dawn. 

His lover weeps, she cannot sleep. 
Tomorrow he’ll be gone. 


CHORUS: Goodbye, my love, minus ten and counting. 
The launch fires flame and roar. 
Goodbye, my love, going into orbit. 
On the wings of the future you'll soar. 


Minus Ten and Counting 
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A man confronts his destiny, 
Accepts what must be done. 

The challenge faced, he’ll open space 
For his unborn daughters and sons. 





CHORUS 


BRIDGE: Bound away beyond the atmosphere 
To sail infinity’s sky. 
A man’s heart sings the wonder of wings 
And planetbound lovers cry. 


A woman understands the secret 
Desires and the needs of men. 

She knows someday he’ll choose to stay 
And never return from orbit again. 


CHORUS 


CODA: And I'll be waiting here missing you 
Until planetbound lovers go orbiting too. 


Minus Ten and Counting 








o The Light-Ship 


Words: Leslie Fish 
Music: (verse) "Rolling Down to Old Maui" 
(chorus) "Glory in My Soul" 





The full Earth stands at our left hands And. the pale moon on the right. All 





fire and steel, our Catherine-wheel __ Rolls through the endless night. The 





day and night stand in . our sight 





The full Earth stands at our left hands 
And the pale moon on the right. 
All fire and steel, our Catherine-wheel 
Rolls through the endless night. 
The sun may burn at full astern 
And the power-cells drink deep; 
Both day and night stand in our sight 
From waking unto sleep. 


CHORUS: And we spin long light from the glory of the sun, 
Yes we spin long light from the glory of the sun, 
And the light-gems glow on the Earth below 
In the bright web spun from the glory of the sun. 


Minus Ten and Counting 
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The powers run from the brazen sun 

Through the web of heaven’s height _ 

To the opal world, like a clouded pearl, 

Strung on a thread of light. 
And we pace our turn from bow to stern 
Through the elfin-summer field 
Where the power-cells like flower-bells 
Drink all the sun can yield. 


CHORUS 


The well-paced blips of the factory-ships 

Slide past our orbit’s brink, 

Like a swarm of bees in the girder-trees 

Come to our flowers to drink. 
And the Earth is clean as a springtime dream; 
No factory-smokes appear -- 
For they’ve left the land to the gardener’s hand, 
And they all are circling here! 


CHORUS 


Minus Ten and Counting 
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The Moon Miners 


Words and Music: Diana Gallagher 





Lunar twilight, dying day. Shadows linger on as sunlight slowly fades. 





Darkness deepens as night is drawn And it’s so very long until . another dawn. 





day, another shift, tons of rock to dig and lift, Movin’ ‘dozers thru the shallow lunar mines. 





Lunar sunrise. Darkness wanes. Cold and gray, dawn crawls across the plain. 








Blinding glare glistens on the crater rim And it’s so very long until the sun goes down again. And it’s so 


E A AN Em 


very long until the sun goes down again. And it’s so very long until the sun goes down. 


INTRO: Lunar twilight, dying day. 
Shadows linger on as sunlight slowly fades. 
Darkness deepens as night is drawn 
And it’s so very long until another dawn. 


A lunar miner stirs in his converted canister, 

Rubs his eyes, and glances at the time. 

Another day, another shift, tons of rock to dig and lift, 
Movin’ ’dozers thru the shallow lunar mines. 

Four a.m. or noon, makes no dif’rence on the moon. 
Clocks are just for keepin’ schedules defined. 


Minus Ten and Counting 





The rugged miners claim a man can go insane, 
Seven days of sunshine and seven more to go. 

And midnight madness mars the beauty of the stars. 
Darkness is forever, luna turns so very slow. 

Then a hundred pair of eyes are drawn to the sky, 
Scanning the horizon, anticipating Earthrise. 


Eighteen months a tour, lunar miners must endure 
Many hardships and the work is never done. 

A hundred men, no more, mine a million tons of ore 
Every year to tame the power of the sun. 

But somehow they survive, their spirit kept alive 

With hope for the future and a dream of Island One. 


CODA: Lunar sunrise. Darkness wanes. 
Cold and gray, dawn crawls across the plain. 
Blinding glare glistens on the crater rim 
And it’s so very long until the sun goes down again. 
And it’s so very long until the sun goes down again. 
And it’s so very long until the sun goes down. 


Minus Ten and C ounting 
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34° The Mass Driver Engineer = words and Music: Diana Gallagher 





freighter captain in the high frontier, running three months out of Ceres. 





y ship is a haulin’ lady and slow, acceleration takes time. A 





little thrust and we’re underway, headin’ out from the asteroid mines. The 





engine’s ten kilometers long, a spear of coils and solar —s arrays. Our re~ 





action mass is rock and slag. Out here we don’t throw nothing away. 


CHORUS: I’m a mass driver engineer 
On course through the vacuum ocean of space 
A freighter captain in the high frontier, 
running three months out of Ceres. 


My ship is a haulin’ lady and slow, acceleration takes time. 

A little thrust and we’re underway, headin’ out from the asteroid mines. 
The engine’s ten kilometers long, a spear of coils and solar arrays. 

Our reaction mass is rock and slag. Out here we don’t throw nothing away. 


CHORUS | 4 


Casting off from Port O’Neill, bound for an L-5 colony, 

With a load of chemicals to supply their industrial economy. 

Hydrogen, carbon and nitrogen, the asteroids process plenty. 

We’re the only close source beyond old Earth ’cause the moon, it hasn’t any. 


CHORUS 

Velocity changes completed and true, we’re approaching cargo target. 

Then the payload’s dropped and on its own, falling into L-5 orbit. 

To a job well done and we’re goin’ home. Come about, turn tail to the sun. 
I got three months leave before I’m gone on another L-5 colony run. 


CHORUS Minus Ten and Counting L 


Sentries 3 


Words and Music: Leslie Fish 





Legends have warned us_ in times gone by, Danger can fall on us from the sky: 





Fire and rain, and hail, stone and flame, And gods without mercy, an 


Legends have warned us in times gone by, 

Danger can fall on us from the sky: 

Fire and rain, and hail, stone and flame, 

And gods without mercy, and plagues without name. 


Science has warned us of what might be, 
Dangers that drift through infinity: 

Comets may call, or meteors fall, 

And nobody knows what lives out there at all. 


Humans are hotheads who break the rules. 
Humans are reckless, but not quite fools. 
Therefore we fly, keeping an eye 

Turned to the depths of the borderless sky. 


Some of us people, the rest machines -- 
Sensors, computers and read-out screens -- 
Always aware, with infinite care, 

That we’re the first warning of anything there. 


We are the sentries who guard your sleep, 
Endless as hours in the watch we keep, 
Holding the sky under an eye 

As watchful as ever in ages gone by. 


Nothing is certain but death and change, 
Earthborne or skyborne aS we may range. 
Always we fly, watching the sky. 

Nobody Human need ever ask why! 





Minus Ten and Counting 





a One Way To Go 


Words and Music: Diana G. Gallagher 








Throughout history, man has sought prosperity By daring to challenge the unknown. Through the 





ages he’s discovered, exploited and recovered All the riches of this planet for his own. Thus im— 





only one way to go from here. Without a doubt The only way to go from here is out! 





Throughout history, man has sought prosperity . 
By daring to chalienge the unknown. 

Through the ages he’s discovered, exploited and recovered 

All the riches of this planet for his own. 

Thus improving his condition he’s confronted with decision 

What to do about the future on a world that he’s outgrown. 


CHORUS: Well, there’s only one way to go from here -- 
One way to go. 
It’s logical. It’s clear. 
There’s only one way to go from here. 
Without a doubt | 
The only way to go from here is out! 


Minus Ten and Counting 





Overpopulation, unemployment and inflation, 37 | 
Destruction of the earth’s ecology. 
And limited supplies of energy deny 

A base for developing third world industry. 
Starvation and poverty, or wealth from technology? 
Expansion is the key to a healthy world economy. 


CHORUS 


Cars replacing horses, now petroleum resources 

Face depletion ’fore the century is through. 

And they’re under the assumption that our energy consumption 
Can be met by synthesizing fossil fuels. 

Solar power’s the solution, when considering pollution 

Or someday we might be frying in a cloud of CO2 


CHORUS 


Breaking free of gravity, moving industry 

Beyond the planet surface into space. 

Lunar mines and factories, Lagrange point colonies 
Total productivity and nothing goes to waste. 

Solar sailing ships deployed to mine the asteroids 
While Earth becomes a paradise, her ugly scars erased. 


CHORUS 


Throughout the solar system man will spread and requisition 

All the elements of the planets and the moons 

More than just surviving, flourishing and thriving 

Until some future day when once again he faces doom. 

In a thousand years or two, he’ll lament, "Now what to do? 
We’re exhausting our resources and we’re running out of room..." 


CHORUS 


CODA: Reach for the stars, they’re not that far. 
Without a doubt, the only way to go from here, 
The only way to go from here, 
The only way to go from here -- is out! 








Minus Ten and Counting 











Afterword 
By 
Tim Kyger 


"For the Eagle has landed...". When I hear "Hope Eyrie", even in my mind’s ear, my eyes mist 
up and my throat becomes just a little lumpy, for space was my first love. I grew up with its advent, 
and it is still the core of my life; it’s my main squeeze. But I bet that you feel at least a bit the way I 
do; I bet that you, too, get a lump in your throat at those words from "Hope Eyrie" --- otherwise why 
would you be reading this songbook? 


But the Eagle landed over thirteen years ago as I write this. Thirteen. Years. Ago. 


Doesn’t that make you mad? Doesn’t your blood boil when you realize that it took only eight 
years from the day President Kennedy gave us the Moon as a national goal -- and remember, the civili- 
an space program started from virtually nothing -- until we landed on the moon? What have we been 
doing since July 20, 1969? 


Do we have a space station? We do not. We have only fragments of Skylab littering the Aus- 
tralian Outback. Are we exploring the moon? Do we have a lunar base? We do not. We have no 
official plans for so much as a single robot lunar probe. Do we have plans for missions to Mars? We do 
not. Instead, the Viking I lander is being kept alive with the help of private charity. Will the United 
States fly a mission to Halley’s Comet, a once in a lifetime opportunity? We will not, though the 
U.S.S.R., the European Space Agency, and the Japanese Space Agency (NASDA) will. 


Doesn’t thatmake you mad? 


"But what about the Space Shuttle?" I hear you cry. "It’s flying now. Regularly. Isn’t the Shut- 
tle a great boon to NASA? 


No. 


Suppose you were a race car driver, and your sponsors told you to start a trucking service in- 
stead. Suppose further that one of your customers really needed a fast parcel delivery van, another a 
moving van, and yet another a dump truck. But all you could afford was a pickup truck, and even that 
took every penny you had and/or could borrow. Once you got the truck, you had no money left -- not 
even enough for gas, unless someone paid for it for you. 


That’s the Space Shuttle; a technical marvel of a pickup with no gas and no place to go. Re- 
markable as it is, the Shuttle is an unwieldly compromise among different mission requirements and 
limited budgets. The Shuttle has used up two thirds of NASA’s budget and most of its energies for ten 
years; NASA borrowed against the future by delaying new research projects and stretching out existing 
ones. NASA had hoped that, as the Shuttle went into service, funds could be transferred back to other 
programs, and to new projects to ride in that big cargo bay. Instead, Congress has scrapped the new 
projects, and the Shuttle is so expensive and so far behind schedule that it will be a long time in prov- 
ing its worth. 


What can we do? 
Get involved with the space movement. 


Why? In numbers there is strength. People banding together for a common purpose is the basis 
of all political power. By banding together we can prove -- to the government, to the media, to indus- 
try -- that the public supports space. By pooling our resources we can start educational programs, con- 
duct significant research programs, and even pay for a lobbyist for space in Washington, D.C. (Current- 
ly, even the paper clip industry has its own lobbyist, but there are no paid lobbyists for the space pro- 
gram.) We can do a great many things. 


But first, we -- you! -- have to get involved. Getting this book is a start. Learning and singing 
the songs from it will help us all, for they convey the spirit of the pro- ee movement. But voices in 
chorus are always stronger than any single voice. 


This is a somewhat opinionated summary of the major pro-space organizations. You may not 
want to join the same ones I’m in, but by all means get in touch with them and join the ones you like. 
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The National Space Institute 
West Wing Suite 203 

600 Maryland Avenue S.W. 
Washington, D.C. 20024 


Membership: $30 per year 


The National Space Institute (NSI), founded in 1975 by Dr. Wernher von Braun, is the oldest of 
the pure space advocacy groups. Since the death of Dr. von Braun, NSI has spent most of its effort 
conducting very successful programs of public education about the value of space flight. NSI also pub- 
lishes a monthly newsletter called /nsight, which is bound into the magazine Space World. If you join 
NSI you automatically receive Space World/Insight. 


Recently, Director Mark Chartrand has been trying to "activate" NSI by increasing its member- 
ship and political activity. I believe NSI will be a pro-space group that can actually do things, and one 
well worth belonging to. 


The Planetary Society 
P. O. Box 3559 
Pasadena, CA 91103 


Membership: $15 per year 


The Planetary Society was formed by Dr. Carl Sagan in late 1980. It was established through a 
well-financed, professionally executed direct-mail campaign. As a result, in just a few months the 
Planetary Society had over 110,000 members, making it the largest space advocacy group in existence. 
The Society publishes a slick, bimonthly magazine for its members called The Planetary Report As far 
as I can see, though, that’s all this large, well financed, influential, and professional Society has done -- 
publish a magazine for its members. 


I have another objection to the Planetary Society: its narrow focus. The leaders of the Planetary 
society are in favor of robot exploration of the Solar system, but apparently believe that manned ex- 
ploration is best left to the future. I don’t agree. 


So why join the Planetary Society? For sheer numbers. Any group with over 110,000 members 
that is supporting space ("Space?!") attracts attention from Congress, the President, and the media. I 
joined to stand up and be counted. 


The Campaign for Space PAC 
P. O. Box 1526 
Bainbridge, GA 31717 


No memberships; newsletter for contributors of over $15 per year 


What’s a PAC? The name says it all: a Political Action Committee works in the realm of poli- 
tics. This PAC works toward an expanded civilian space effort. makes both financial and in-kind contri- 
butions to the campaigns of pro-space candidates. Remember: politics, not technology, determines 
what happens to the U. S. space program. The PAC’s bimonthly newsletter is chock full of good hard 
space-related political data from Washington, D.C. 


World Space Foundation 
P.O. Box Y 
South Pasadena, CA 91030 


Associate status: $15 
Project subscriptions (Solar Sail and Asteroid projects): $25 


Once upon a time, private foundations financed much exploration and research. The National 
Geographic Society and the Cousteau Foundation are two such foundations still actively exploring this 
world. So why not do the same in space? 
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Why indeed? The World Space Foundation is a private, international, non-profit corporation 
created to conduct space exploration. Associates of the Foundation may suggest projects. Projects are 
initiated when they are supported by enough Associates, and when they are deemed technologically and 
economically practical. So far, the Foundation is sponsoring two projects. The Solar Sail project is 
developing the techniques of solar sailing. The project is building a solar sail demonstration satellite, 
which will maneuver using the pressure of sunlight once placed in orbit by the Shuttle or another 
launch vehicle. Launch is currently planned for 1985. (Incidentally, JPL’s proposal for a solar sailing 
probe to Halley’s comet was rejected because "the technology had never been demonstrated.") The As- 
teroid Search project is finding "earth-crossing" asteroids that we can eventually mine for resources -- or 
that might someday become "“earth-intersecting" asteroids. You can support either project for $25 per 
year or both for $50. 


The L-5 Society 
1060 East Elm 
Tucson, AZ 85719 


San Francisco Bay Area Chapter 
1025 Jefferson Street #217 
Santa Clara, CA 95050 


Membership: $25 per year 


The L-5 Society was founded in 1975. It has about ten thousand members in over sixty local 
chapters and is growing rapidly. The Society conducts public education programs and publishes a 
monthly newsletter, L-5 News The Society also attempts to influence public policy through the 
affiliated L-5 SpacePAC political action committee, through the Citizen’s Advisory Council on National 
Space Policy, and through the lobbying efforts of the Washington, D.C. Chapter. The Society also 
maintains the Space Activist Phone Tree, which serves to notify several thousand members of impor- 
tant events literally overnight. 


If you can only afford to join one pro-space group, this is the one I recommend. 
Other groups you might want to contact: 


The British Interplanetary Society 
27/29 South Lambeth Rd. 
London SW8 1SZ England 


Contact the Executive Secretary for current dues 


The BIS was founded in 1933, making in by far the oldest group I know. The Society published 
two magazines: Spaceflight containing news on space activities worldwide, and The Journal of the British 
Interplanetary Society, which contains a great deal of technical discussion of the possible futures of space 
flight. The Society also maintains a large library open to the public and conducts public education cam- 
paigns. 


Delta-Vee, Inc. 
3033 Moorpark Avenue, Suite 27 
San Jose, CA 95128 


This is the organization which collected funds to "save a starving robot" and kept NASA from 
closing down the Viking data gathering system. They also ran an (unsuccessful) campaign to raise mo- 
ney for a Halley’s Comet mission. 


The Space Studies Institute 
195 Nassau St. 

P.O. Box 82 

Princeton, N.J. 08540 


Membership: $10 per year 


This group was founded in 1977 by Dr. Gerard K. O’Neill. The Institute does research and 
development work on techniques for space manufacturing, including the mass driver and space habitats. 








MINUS TEN AND COUNTING 


will be available as a cassette tape featuring singer Julia Ecklar in 
September, 1983. This will be a one hour Dolby stereo cassette 
containing all of the songs from this book. You can order the 
cassette from Off Centaur Publications for $9.00 plus $1.25 for 
postage, handling, and insurance. 


Off Centaur also produces and distributes a variety of fine folk 
music, with emphasis on science fiction and fantasy themes. We 
have dozens of unique tapes, records, and books available. 


For a catalog, send $0.50 with your address to: 


OFF CENTAUR PUBLICATIONS 
P.O. Box 424 
El Cerrito, CA 94530 


"The Folk Music of the Future — Today." 
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